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the blood than she uttered a shriek of deepest com-
miseration. Then she recovered herself, and cooed out a
couple of orders. Her warmth of .heart was now as
evident as had been her emotional susceptibility. In one
breath she summoned her husband and sent him to Seyyid
JAli with an offer of a certain famous prescription for
wounds and bruises. In the next she implored her
moghavem to ransack on one of the camels a chest that
contained, among other things, a small bottle of scorpion
oil. It was the remedy in question. This is the way it is
prepared: the stings having been extracted, a couple of
black scorpions are dried in the sun, are then put in a
bottle holding about half a pint of castor-oil, and in this
they are kept corked up for the space of a year. The
unwilling Arab made demur, pleading that the delay
would inconvenience the pilgrims behind her own caravan;
but she reduced him to obedience with a look. "Be
sharp 1" she crooned, as he swung reluctantly on his heel;
so sweet was her voice that without another sign of
hesitation he leaped forward to carry out her wishes. The
camel was made to kneel down by the wayside; then the
chest was overhauled. By the time her husband had
returned the precious oil was found and given to him,
"Take it," she said, still gazing in.'All's countenance, over
her husband's shoulder, " and tell him to use it unsparingly
lest the beauty of his face should be ruined." Mecqan
gentlewomen allow themselves a certain freedom of speech
and action, otherwise a less presentable man than this
woman's husband might have been jealous enough to
resent the frank admiration in her voice. Seyyid 'All,
having laid on the oil by means of a wooden bodkin used
for the purpose, handed the bottle back to the husband,
who pressed him to accept the rest of its contents, which
would be useful, he said, in case of further accident